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together in groups, or lounge on the seats or chairs,
remarking very audibly on the women and young girls
who pass and repass before them; it is as though they
appraised their beauty, and would cheapen it with
fantastic compliments. Beneath all the extraordinary
etiquette that hedges in a woman of the fashionable
world in Madrid, there is, as it seems to me, a sentiment
of brutality, so that at times it might seem that, though
in old days, for a woman to show so much as the tip of
her shoes in public, was considered immodest, to-day the
licence of public comment on any woman who may pass
by is so great, that a pretty woman may be stripped in
public with impunity, under the subtlest contrivance of
compliment and innuendo. It is not any kindly looks
you will encounter in that tired exhausted crowd, but
wide eyes full of contempt and dislike of the stranger as
of each other; eyes that encountering those of a woman
will make her flush with anger, or appeased vanity as the
case may be, since she has understood that they have
dared to value her in a moment as human flesh, splendid
and valuable, in which every superfluity, every deficiency,
every secret beauty or defect, has been noted with the
eyes of a vandal, who would destroy her, or of a satyr,
who has already enjoyed her in his heart.
But there is no city, and, if there be, it is certainly not
to be found in Spain, that is without one unique and
splendid gift, hard to find though it may be. And so in
Madrid, though the streets are hideous and but half
alive, the caf6s noisy and unbearable, day a languid
despised thing, and night a vision of pandemonium, at
sunset if you pass from the Puerta del Sol, down the
Calle del Arenal, coming at last into the Plaza del Oriente
and the Palacio Real, you will see from the great terrace
built there before the palace on immense foundations of
masonry and granite, the deep valley of the Manzanares,